2l8                                                           A    SHORTER    EGO
written goodish plays." And except for a short, musical bark
answer came there none. We were standing in the middle of the
room, Shaw with his back to the window and intercepting a
shaft of brilliant March sunshine. He has become so insub-
stantial that even in ordinary light he looks like a figure in
stained-glass. As he stood against the window I saw the outline
of head and chin. William Archer once said mischievously
that if you could see Shaw's face without the beard it would be
hatchet-shaped and mean. Archer was wrong. To-day I
clearly saw the chin, and it juts nobly. The point about the
shaft of sun is that it stressed the unreality of one who is rapidly
turning into a saint. Which I expect will make it very uncom-
fortable for some other saints. The sun streaming through
the white hair made a halo of it, and I thought of Coleridge's
C{ a man all light."
March 6 Lunched with Hamish Hamilton. Duck, cheese
Sunday. souffle, Perrier-Jouet 1928. As a protest against
the performance of the Schumann Violin Concerto,
which we regard as indefensible, we listen instead to a very good
record of Mozart's Quintet in G minor. Then late to the Albert
Hall to hear Menuhin play the Mendelssohn and Brahms Con-
certos. I doubt whether he is physically big enough for the
latter, which he plays insinuatingly, whereas Kreisler in it is
commanding. The Mendelssohn is of an agonising sweetness.
I suppose in the Halle Concert days I heard Norman Neruda
play this a dozen times and Sarasate nearly as often. But never
has it sounded so melting as to-day. Perhaps it isn't only the
music or the playing. I keep thinking of the summer we spent
as children at Appletreewick3 and how, as I lay reading in the
croft, the sound of Edward practising the first movement used
to come through the open window. He was eleven, and next
year, again at Appletreewlck, pkyed the whole Concerto very
well Later, at Giggleswick, I remember standing by the beck
purling in the street beneath the windows of the music rooms and
listening to.little Lenny Watkins, the music-master, practising
same Concerto, which he played at the school concert.